KABLOONA
wandering among the tents of his tribe, had shot them down
without stirring from his seat in front of his tent. They follow
the wind, it seems, and know no other guide. No one has ever
seen them graze except nose in the wind. And what is curious,
their greatest enemy is the mosquito, who devours thousands of
them in the brief northern summer, clinging to them until the
beast drops dead, its thin summer coat invisible under the
clouds of insects.
For three days and nights we followed the caribou, shooting,
wounding, killing, skinning, carving, and eating. I remember
an afternoon when the Eskimos — I myself carried no rifle —
shot for ten minutes at three caribou while they lumbered slowly
and heavily on. Shot in the haunch, they wavered, went on,
stopped, and stared back at us while the shooting continued.
The slaughter was disgusting, and the ineptitude of the Eskimos
was inconceivable. Once, a buck having been wounded at a
distance, I shouted to the Eskimos to run forward and finish
him off, and began to run myself. But they behind me con-
tinued to shoot from where they stood, like children too excited
to stop what they had started, and I had to fling myself down
on the ground to escape the 30-30 bullets that were kicking up
the snow all round me. I ran back and gave them a jawing, but
it was no good: as soon as a beast stirred, they fired another
salvo. Finally, one caribou lying still, I went towards him with
a young Eskimo; and he, being two feet from the beast, could
still not contain himself but dropped on one knee and shot the
dead beast again.
Another caribou lay wounded, the blood running down his
horns, He tried to rise, stumbled, fell, tried again to rise; and
my stomach heaved at the sight of the beast as at the sight
of a horse in a bull ring. Two shots finally killed him.
When I, carrying this poor beast on my back— his weight
was about seventy pounds — had rejoined my Eskimos, I found
them butchering two animals. They skinned the caribou by in-
serting a hand between hide and flesh, and the hide came away
with a sound as of tearing silk. Then they cut it up with
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